Sitt Zeinalar's priest
for cures. He was a fine old man, descended from a venerable
Seyid Tahir, and evidently much looked up to round about.
Sitt Zeinabar, lie said, was a daughter of die Imam Musa of
Kadhimain in Iraq. I was pleased to have happened upon a
female saint—so rare in these lands—and I promised her Seyid
the sacrifice of a black kid if I recovered under her auspices.
Her little well of water, which they called the Spring of
Healing, sounded clean and pure: I made a vow to use
none other for my food or drink or washing, and Zora,
favourably impressed, would toil every evening across
the fields with a two-handled jar, from which she poured
handfiils over my face and arms, murmuring blessings in her
unknown speech.
As the dusk fell, the old priest would come in from his har-
vests, lay down his sickle, and sit and smoke a pipe beside
Ismail, while he told of his difficulties with his flock—how they
had tried to take this land away from him, and Sitt Zeinabar had
punished them, sending the Shah Rud down in flood for two
successive years, so that their low-lying rice-fields were carried
away—until they repented and gave him back his land. As
it grew dark, he would get up to light his little oil wick in the
shrine, which always burned the whole night through, and
would borrow my matches for the purpose in the place of his
flint.
By the third day I was no better, and my heart began to
give trouble. I decided to send Ismail and one of the mules
across the mountain range to get a prescription from some
doctor in Qazvin. This he did, and came back on the after-
noon of the next day with a botde of digitalis and a letter in
good English from some unknown well-wisher who " hoped
that I now realized the gravity of my situation and would
abandon this foolish idea of wandering unprotected over
Persia." I had, as a matter of fact, very nearly abandoned any

